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‘(Do You Want to Buy a Songbook, Little Bard?”’ 


Heather Rose Jones is one of a kind. For starters, she spends her days working as a biological 
technician ‘‘slicing up frozen monkey brains,’’ as she so eloquently puts it, and searching out the 
‘*wolves’’ (cancer cells) hiding within them. Evenings and weekends she is a Herald in the Society for 
Creative Anachronism, steeped in the fantasy and lore of the Middle Ages. In her spare time she is a 
skilled musician, songwriter, and harper who can actually transcribe the music she hears in her head 
onto the printed page. Add to this mixture the ability to see the perverse humor in almost any situation 
(‘‘Black Widows in the Privy’’ leaps to mind) and the lyrical ability to tear your heart into small pieces 
(‘‘Herald’s Farewell’’ gets me every time) and you have just begun to get a perspective on her 
remarkable, multifaceted talent. 


| have been a Heather Rose Jones fan since the first time I heard her perform ‘‘Biotech Fantasy’”’; 
and now, having heard (and proofed) her entire collection, I am a shameless devotee. I love ‘‘A Celtic 
Woman’s Song,’’ ‘‘Music and Magic,’’ and ‘‘The Seneschal’s Song.’’ Her melodies grow more 
haunting and complex as her skill as a harper grows, and I am consistently impressed with the quality 
of the poetry around which her songs are woven. 


If you are in the market for a songbook, this one has a lot to offer. There are simple songs, difficult 
songs (most of which lend themselves to wonderful harmonies), songs to whet the appetite of the 
guitarist and harper, songs of war, love, whimsey, and just plain silliness. And if you happen to be in 
the S.C.A., well, it just won’t do for you not to have this collection; everyone else will know all the 
words! 


‘‘Dr. Jane’’ Robinson 
March 1988 
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6 Hail to the Dream 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Our eyes longed for fair-er sights our ears forsweeter sounds, We hun-gered for a taste_ 


of things like none we'd ev-er found, Our hearts longed for some-thing else _ be - 


yond what we had known, So in the dark _ we dreameda dream and see howit has 


grown, _ So here’s to those _ who look be-yond_ things as they seem, 


Hail to the dream- er, and hail to the dream, 


Our eyes longed for fairer sights, our ears for sweeter sounds. 

We hungered for a taste of things like none we’d ever found. 

Our hearts longed for something else beyond what we had known, 
So in the dark we dreamed a dream and see how it has grown. 


So here’s to those who look beyond things as they seem. 
Hail to the dreamers and hail to the dream. 


We dreamed of beauty all around and watched the world grow fair. 

We dreamed of music sweet and clear and harpsong filled the air. 

We dreamed of honor, faith, and hope and in our hearts they grew. 

We dreamed of dreams beyond this world and made them all come true. 


So here’s to those who look beyond things as they seem. 
Hail to the dreamers and hail to the dream. 


~“ 


A Celtic Woman’s Song 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


And I have learned to bend 


My mother’s mother drew a sword, 
My mother bore a spear, 

And I have learned to bend the bow. 
But time brings changes, fast or slow, 
To all that we hold dear. 


From far across the sea have come 
Strange priests with stranger ways, 
Who say we must be chaste and meek; 
A man’s protection we should seek, 
And serve him all our days. 


I’ve served the Lady and my folk 
And never known defeat, 

And shall my freedom fall from place 
_ Like weapons of a conquered race 

To lie at some man’s feet? 


No! First I’ll leave my folk behind 
And seek the Lady’s glade; 

I’ll drink her cauldron’s dregs and see 
The secrets of eternity 

And stay always a maid. 


the bow, But time brings chang- es 


Are You in a Play? 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 
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though we might like to ex - _ plain; “The mon -arch-y’s back,and we’re ta  ~- king o -ver.” We 


man-age some-how to re - frain, and just say “We’rethe S C 


On afternoons when it is sunny you can find us at the park, 

The passers-by think we look funny, but some stay and watch until dark. 
Some of us wear shiny armor and some wear long gowns and a cloak, 
We talk about chivairy and honor and smile at the mundane folk, 


And then we hear somebody say, ‘‘Excuse me, are you ina play?”’ 
‘‘Or could it be some new religion? Oh why are you dressed this way?’’ 
And though we might like to explain, 

‘*The monarchy’s back and we’re taking over.”’ 

We manage somehow to refrain, and just say, ““We’re the SCA.” 


Once on our way to a tourney we stopped at a store for advice 

So we could continue our journey, for our map had us lost in a trice. 

The man at the store was so friendly, and only too willing to please, 

He pointed our road out quite readily. We thanked him and turned to leave, 


And then we heard somebody say, ‘‘Excuse me, are you in a play?’’ 
‘“‘Or could it be some new religion? Oh why are you dressed this way?’’ 
And though we might like to explain, 

‘*We took a wrong turn back in ten sixty six,”’ 

We manage somehow to refrain, and just say, ““‘We’re the SCA.”’ 


While travelling to far away places we stopped for a call late at night. 

With our cloaks and grim looks on our faces we must have been a strange sight, 

For a woman who came through the doorway made a comment which caused us to smile, 
‘*They look like witches.’’ We heard her say, so we cackled and continued to dial. 


And then we heard somebody say, ‘‘Excuse me, are you in a play?”’ 
‘‘Or could it be some new religion? Oh why are you dressed this way?’’ 
And though we might like to explain, 

‘“‘We’re born-again druids, protecting the trees.”’ 

We manage somehow to refrain, and just say, ‘“We’re the SCA.”’ 


Our costumes sometimes come in handy for assignments and projects at school. 
As Ophelia, my dear, you look dandy, but on campus you look like a fool. 

So you change into jeans and a sweater, but you put on your cloak just for fun. 
Then a man walking his Irish Setter says, “‘Excuse me,’’ and you turn to run, 


But before you get away he continues ‘‘... are you in a play?’’ 

‘*Or could it be some new religion? Oh why are you dressed this way?’’ 
And though you might like to explain, 

“It snowed this time last year and I thought I’d be prepared.”’ 

You manage somehow to refrain, and just say, ‘“We’re the SCA.”’ 


(verse by Lisa Pichel) 


In the Far Isles, over in London, you go to a practice one day, 

Other lands have strange words and customs, but you have great fun anyway. 
So you leave on a “‘tube’’ (that’s a subway) and then your heart starts to sink, 
For a person is blocking your pathway, a “‘Bobby’’ they call them, I think. 


And then you hear somebody say, “‘Excuse me, but could you explain to me just why 
you’re wearing that knife, and give me your name, address, phone number, date 
and place of birth, passport number, reason for being in this country, and by the way, 
are you in a play?”’ 

‘Or could it be some new religion? Oh why are you dressed this way?’’ 

And though you might like to explain, 

‘*Knife? What knife? Oh that, that’s just an overgrown toothpick ...”’ 

You manage somehow to refrain, and just say, ‘“We’re the SCA.”’ 


In St. Andrews tonight there’s a revel, so we might as well spend the whole day, 
In the city it won’t be unusual if we go in garb anyway. 

So we’ll stroll by the Wharf with cloaks flying and look at the shops in the Square, 
And we’ll know, as we walk by them smiling, that we are the normal ones there, 


And then we hear somebody say, “‘Excuse me, are you in a play?’’ 
‘‘Or could it be some new religion? Oh why are you dressed this way?’’ 
And though we might like to explain, 

‘Have you seen our social worker anywhere about?’’ 

We manage somehow to refrain, and just say, ‘“We’re the SCA.”’ 


‘ Hunting the Hart 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


*Twas ear - ly one morning I went out to ride, Through thick wood-ed 


swift hounds did — run, Hunt-ing the hart neath the new ri - sing sun. 


’Twas early one morning I went out to ride 

Through thick wooded hillsides and green fields wide, 
And close at my heel my swift hounds did run 
Hunting the hart ’neath the new rising sun. 


Deep in the greenwood my hounds caught the scent 
And swiftly behind it a-hunting we went. 
We coursed through the forest from dawn until dark 
And never grew tired of hunting the hart. 


But then, as the moon rose, I came to a glade 
Where stood a fair lady in silk all arrayed; 
Beside her my quarry stood, safe from my dart 
As I gazed at the lady who'd captured my hart. 


For only a moment she stood in my sight, 

The she smiled and turned and was gone in the night. 
I never have hunted at so great a cost, 

For with her my hart went and so it was lost. 


I’ve travelled this world from the east to the west 
But not since that day have I found any rest, 

For though I go hunting from dawn until dark, 
I’ve not found the lady who’s stolen my hart. 


The Black Swan 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 
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And 


Pil al - 


bear 


While I wander in this world 

Away from kin and friends 

I'll miss the land that gave me birth 
With a pain that never ends. 

All I carry in this life, 

All I truly hold, 


the 


Are my wits, my weapons, and my hands, 


And Ill always bear the brand 
Of the black swan on my soul. 


Once, while wandering far from home 
Away from all I knew 

I stopped to spend the night beside 

A lake of waters blue. 

When the night was dark and still 

A vision to me came, 

Overhead was a sable bird, 

Above its beating wings I heard 

The black swan call my name. 


Down it settled to the lake, 

A lake now black as night, 

And I spoke before the vision could 
Vanish from my sight. 

“*Black swan, black swan, tell me quick 
‘*Before the light of dawn, 

‘*How fares the land I left behind? 
‘*Tell me, have the fates been kind 

‘*To the children of the swan?’’ 


brand of 


the Black Swan on 


‘*All is well,’’ the bird replied 

As it floated near the shore. 

‘*Now bend your ear here close to me 
‘*And I will tell you more.”’ 

Through the night it told a tale 

Of deeds and battles won, 

Of towers and cities that I loved 

That flew the banner of 

The black swan in the sun. 


‘*Hear me well now,” said the bird, 
‘Whatever path you’re on 

‘Don’t believe you’ ll ever be 
“*Forgotten by the swan.”’ 

With the morning sun I woke 

To find the vision gone 

But beside me on the shore there lay 
A token that would always stay, 

A feather of the swan. 


Now with lighter heart I fare 

To what fate holds for me, 

Whatever path my feet may take, 
Wherever I may be, 

When I recall the black swan’s pledge 
I stop to scan the sky 

For I know he will be there, 
Watching all the places where 

The black swan’s children fly. 
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Konrad’s Ballad 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


fact, hed rath-er do _ that than fight. He loved to rise 
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morn, Be -_ fore the sun was ev - en born, And sing’ with 


thorn, When you wouldstill think it night. clue. 


sings in the ear - ly morn, be - fore’ the sun is ev - en born, 


wiz-ards at him have’ sworn when Kon - rad__ starts. to coo. 


Long ago in Germany there lived a gentle knight. 
He loved to walk the woods, in fact, he’d rather do that than fight. 
He loved to rise in the early morn, before the sun was even born, 


And sing with the birds on the red rose thorn, when you would still think it night. 


From his king there came a call to gather for a quest. 

Though he was loath to leave his woods he went at his lord’s behest. 
They rode to fight a wizard strong who'd ruled the countryside too long. 
They went to right a dreadful wrong and free a land oppressed. 


The night before the battle Konrad could not get to sleep, 

And so he rose to wander early near the wizard’s keep; 

He sang a song to calm his fear, he sang a song so sweet and clear, 
A song that reached the wizard’s ear and roused him from his sleep. 


a-go in Ger-man-y____—ithere’ lived = a gen- tle knight, He loved to walk the 


And 


From his castle ramparts high the wizard shouted, ‘‘Hey! 

“I don’t mind if you come to fight, but at least let me sleep till day. 
‘*Song-warfare is ridiculous, I find it quite unchivalrous.’’ 

And so without a further fuss he cast a spell his way. 


Poor Konrad shrivelled down in size and wings and tail he grew 

Bright-feathered purple, green, and grey and so away he flew. 

His comrades searched for their fellow knight, they looked for him to join the fight, 
But he had flown off out of sight and they never found a clue. 


But still he sings in the early morn, before the sun is even born, 
And more than wizards at him have sworn when Konrad starts to coo. 
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14 Moon Above and Fire Below 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Moon a -bove and fire be-low, We __ gath- er in the___ bright flame’s glow, 


From the sha- dows we will come, So__ join our cir - cle __ ev - ery-one. Come 


morn - ing comes, We'll 


share a cup- of good red wine to__ pass the time 


wine and song and fire - light, You can - not fight. 


Chorus: 


Moon above and fire below 

We gather in the bright flame’s glow, 
From the shadows we will come 

So join our circle everyone. 


Come out, come to the firelight 

And we will sing all throught the night 
Till morning comes. 

We'll share a cup of good red wine 
To pass the time. (Chorus) 


Long ago I heard the call 

And came to sing in this starry hall, 
And here I found 

A song more sweet than e’er I’d heard. 
These were the words: (Chorus) 


Then came the people from the night 
And circled round the firelight. 

We gathered round 

They passed a cup of blood-red wine 
Around the line. (Chorus) 


Through the night I sang and danced 
As if the song held me tranced 

Till morning came. 

But when the sun around me shone, 
I was alone. (Chorus) 


But now whene’er I hear the call 
When evening comes and shadows fall, 
I have to go. 

For the song has bound me well 

By magic spell. (Chorus) 


So sing with us all through the night 
And if we’re gone by morning light 
We’ll come again. 

We'll share a cup of blood-red wine 
To pass the time. (Chorus) 


But if sometime you hear the call 
When evening comes and shadows fall 
Then come along, 

For we have cast a spell tonight 

By wine and song and firelight 

You cannot fight. (Chorus) 
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. Black Widows in the Privy 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


names for we don’t know whosa - bout, But why com-mit_— sa mur - der _ and 


risk the fires of hell, When black wi-dows in the _ pri- vy can do it just as well. 


Everyone knows someone we’d be better off without, 

But best not mention names, for we don’t know who’s about, 
But why commit a murder and risk the fires of hell 

When black widows in the privy can do it just as well? 


Now poison’s good, and daggers, and arrows in the back 

And if you’re really desperate you can try a front attack, 

But are they really worthy of the risk of being caught 

When black widows in the privy need not be bribed or bought? 


So if there’s one, of whom you wish most simply to be rid, 
Just wait till dark then point the way to where the widow’s hid 
And say to them, ‘‘I think you’ll find that this one is the best,”’ 
And black widows in the privy will gladly do the rest. 


An Allegory 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


The drag - on’ was jew-eled with green and _ gold scales, And  bright-er than 


fire shone its eyes in__ the night, The drag- on was big and _ its heart was still 


big - ger, And it loved the prin - cess with all of its might. 


The dragon was jeweled with green and gold scales 
And brighter than fire shone its eyes in the night. 
The dragon was big and its heart was still bigger 
And it loved the princess with all of its might. 


The princess was fair as a sunrise in springtime: 

She lived with the dragon high up on a hill. 

They played and they laughed and they danced there together 
And she loved the dragon with all of her will. 


One day came a prince riding up on the hillside, 
Handsome and braver than all in the land. 

He said “‘It’s the way of a prince to do battle 
‘“‘With a dragon, and so win a princess’s hand.”’ 


The dragon asked why, but he would not hear reason, 
And so they did battle there on the hillside. 

The dragon was vanquished, the prince was the victor, 
And said to the princess, ‘‘Now come be my bride.”’ 


The princess said softly, ‘‘I’ll miss you, dear dragon, 
‘Pll always remember the life we had planned, 

**But surely you know it’s the way of a princess 

‘*To love the brave prince who will fight for her hand.”’ 
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The dragon watched sadly as they left together, 

And clear crystal teardrops fell soft from its eyes. 

‘‘Oh princess,” it said, ‘“You give fate too much power; 
‘““You never were meant to be won as a prize. 
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‘*Perhaps you are right, it’s the way of a princess 
‘*To go with the prince to his castle of stone, 
‘*But I can’t believe it’s the way of a dragon 
‘*To lose what I love and be always alone.”’ 


On the Hills 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


On - the hills __ a mist is ly - 


Ov - er - head the sea birds cry-ing, 


now, From the mist__ 


On the hills a mist is lying, 
Overhead the sea birds crying, 
Softly now, softly now 

From the mist a maid comes riding. 


Down she rides from the baron’s castle, 
Daughter of the king’s own vassel, 
Ride away, ride away, 

From the gold and the gems that dazzle. 


Her father said, ‘‘I’ve found a man 
‘**To wed with you and wed your land, 
“Land of mine, land of thine, 

‘*Marry him, ’tis my command.’’ 


**T love him not,’’ the maiden said, 
“‘T’ll wed him not nor warm his bed. 
‘“‘No my lord, no my lord, 
‘*Another do I love instead.’’ 


‘*What is love?’’ the baron cried, 


‘‘When matched with wealth or matched with pride? 


‘‘Foolish girl, foolish girl, 
‘*Recall beneath whose roof you bide. 


maid comes ri - ding. 
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“‘Who bought you silks and furs and gold? 
‘*Whose walls now shelter from the cold? 
‘*Heed me well, heed me well, 

“*T think your words have grown too bold.”’ 


The maiden said, ‘‘Why then, I fear 

‘*The silks and walls were bought too dear. 
“Pll not pay, Pll not pay, 

‘“*Too high the price of living here. 


“*With love I need not silks or gold, 
“*Love will warm me from the cold. 
“Tl away, I'll away, 

‘‘Before I let myself be sold.”’ 


She smiled beneath her father’s frown, 
And changed her silk for a woolen gown. 
All alone, all alone 

From the castle she rode down. 


The baron said, ‘‘So be it then, 

‘‘No more my daughter nor my kin. 

‘*Had I but known, had I but known, 

‘*l’'d have had you wed ere you were ten.”’ 


On the hills a mist is lying, 
Overhead the sea birds crying, 
Softly now, softly now 

To her love the maid comes riding. 


19 


20 


Another War Song 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


The sound of  bat- tle ra - ges, the ground is stained with blood, Our 


fight-ers do their best to kill their foe - men in the mud, I feel my heart re - 


spond-ing to bat - tle’s stri- dent call, Pil not hold back one min-ute more but 


give my side my all, I’m going to write an-oth-er war song, A blood and guts and 


gore song, To keep their — spi- rits up out on the field, Yes, I’m 


til I hear we made the oth - ers yield. _ 


The sound of battle rages, the ground is stained with blood, 
Our fighters do their best to kill their foemen in the mud. 

I feel my heart responding to battle’s strident call, 

I'll not hold back one minute more but give my side my all. 


Chorus: 


I’m going to write another war song, 

A blood and guts and gore song, 

To keep their spirits up out on the field. 

Yes, I’m not too good at fighting, 

So I'll stay here busy writing 

Until I hear we’ve made the others yield. (Chorus) 


Last night while others sharpened the edges of their swords 

I sharpened up my pencils and wrote a couple chords. 

I’d like to do my best for my kingdom and my king, 

But I think I can do my best by staying here to sing. (Chorus) 


When Cynagua fought the Misties in A.S.XIV 

I thought I’d try my hand at a bit of archery, 

But when my battered fingers again were at their best, 

I once more took my pen in hand, left fighting for the rest. (Chorus) 


But then the West decided to give Caid a try 

And once again I thought I’d go out to do or die. 

Indeed I did and died, but when the war was done 
Somehow everybody lost, the winner was the sun. (Chorus) 


When Windymeads fought Wolfscairn the odds were six to three 

And so, of course, we clobbered them and slaughtered them with glee. 
But they’re hiring mercenaries and making battle plans 

And soon I think I must again take my pen in hand. (Chorus) 


Through hillsides, mud, and brambles we chased the invading foe 
And back and forth throughout the woods the fighting it did go. 
And perhaps, some valiant messenger to our base camp will bring 
The news the battle’s over, at least before next spring. (Chorus) 


To Burro Creek I travelled with bow and arrows too 

And to each friend I left behind said, ‘‘I’l] shoot one for you.”’ 
But Atenveldt had other plans and I am angry still, 

For their battles had no archers and I didn’t get to kill. (Chorus) 


Caid-West joint manuevers were really quite a thrill 

For I don’t care whose side I’m on if I can get to kill. 

And throughout all the battles I made my arrows sing 

But I felt rather funny when I shot at my own king. (Chorus) 


The Atens met Caidans in Pendleton’s dry dust, 

And Friday night we knew that as a war this was a bust, 

But morning court on Saturday Caid’s king gained much praise, 

“*Instead of war,’’ he said, ‘‘We’ll have a party for three days!’’ (Chorus) 


Oh some may take to fighting to right our kingdoms’s wrongs, 

But I do my land my service by writing battle songs. 

For in the years that follow, this war you’ll not forget, 

Though bruises fade and sword cuts heal, my songs will be there yet. (Chorus) 
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Green Mountains 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


My 


heart, 


it lies in the green moun- tains, Where once I made my home. And 


see the green moun- tains, Wher - ev -er I may _ roam, _ wher- 


have seen, As sweet as_ that,_ my__ moth-er - land, Where the 


moun-tains 


are 


sO__ green, Where the moun-tains are so green. 


My heart, it lies in the green mountains where once I made my home, 
And still my eyes see the green mountains wherever I may roam. 

I’ve never found another land of any I have seen 

As sweet as that, my motherland, where the mountains are so green. 


While wandering on this lonely road for seven years or more, 
I’ve never found the only road that I am searching for. 

The road that leads me back again still I cannot find, 

And long I'll rue the morning when I left my home behind. 


The sun shone bright on the green mountains that morning in my home, 
But as the night left the green mountains I left that land to roam. 

I thought I’d soon return again; I would not wander long, 

But now I’ve lost the road that wends to the land where I belong. 


And here the stars shine not so bright as they did in my home sky, 
I fear that by this other light I'll wander till I die. 

Once I want, before I die, to see those stars again. 

Once again, beneath that sky, to walk the green mountain. 


Moon Lady * 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


within_ her face shines bright When 


My ~ La- dy’s hair_ is blackas night but framed 
G Cc G 


Let your love__ flow OV - er me like the  bright_ moon -_ shine, 


My lady’s hair is black as night 

But framed within her face shines bright. 
When in the dark I look above 

There I see the one I love. 


Chorus: 


Moon lady, moon lady, you are mine. 
Let your love flow over me like the bright moonshine. 
Moon lady, moon lady, you are mine. 


Some say the moon’s a man you see, 

But I know she’s my sweet lady, 

For when night comes and she shines bright 
Moon lady loves me through the night. (Chorus) 


She takes me to a cloud so high 

And there we love and there we lie, 
And softly so the stars can’t hear 

I whisper in moon lady’s ear. (Chorus) 


My lady’s hair is black as night 

But framed within her face shines bright. 
When in the dark I look above 

There I see the one I love. (Chorus) 
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when he 


debt 


The Oath 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


ord’s a ver- y fra -gile thing and eas - i- ly is 


if it can’t be kept,_ it nev - er should be 


asked _ me for my word | could not him de 


broke, And 


I thought that] = = would’ keep it or I'd die, And with the first_ 


raise, And with the last_ breath that I take, I'll pledge three things in 


I left 


left, 


un - paid, To the best of friends,the ones I had, The fair-est land, 


The tru-est lord I ev-er knew, the one that I 


A word’s a very fragile thing and easily is broke, 

And better, if it can’t be kept, it never should be spoke, 
But when he asked me for my word I could not him deny, 
I gave it and I thought that I would keep it or I'd die. 


Chorus: 


And with the first cup that I raise 
And with the last breath that I take 


I’ll pledge three things in mem’ry of the debt I left unpaid. 


To the best of friends—the ones I had— 
The fairest land—the one I left— 
The truest lord I ever knew—the one that I betrayed. 


-  trayed. 


cup 


the 


The war had raged for many months the day he sent for me 
And said, ‘‘I need to send word to my fortress by the sea. 
“*Tell them we ride at dark of moon to lift the foemen’s seige 
‘If they can hold but one week more-that week is all I need.’’ 


He said he’d give me seven men, I swore we’d make it through, 
And as I spoke I knew that to that oath I must be true. 

Too late to say I could but try, I felt my heart grow cold 

And cursed my eager tongue for speaking words I knew too bold. 


For a word’s a very fragile thing and easily is broke, 

And better, if it can’t be kept, it never should be spoke, 

And yet, long past, I’d sworn to him my honor, life, and sword, 

So when he asked my choice was made—I could but give my word. (Chorus) 


Oh we rode fast and hard until the fortress came in sight, 

Then we rode low and soft to pass our foemen in the night, 
But we were seen and set upon as to the walls we crossed. 
When eight were cut to one I fled and knew the cause was lost. 


So back I rode and told my lord I'd failed to reach the town, 
And how, from far, I’d seen the fortress banner taken down. 
He turned from me with such a look I wished that I could hide 
And said, ‘‘I sent eight riders out—but none survived.”’ 


A word’s a very fragile thing and easily is broke, 

And better, if it can’t be kept, it never should be spoke. 
My fault was not in failure, ’twas in swearing to be true 
And having not the courage then to do what I must do. 


And so farewell to friends and to the home I’ll no more see, 

And fare you well, my lord, for that is what you’ll always be. 

I’ll grudge you not the fate I have nor all the lonely years. 

The debt is mine, though all my life I'll pay it with my tears. (Chorus) 
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26 The Noble Paladin 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


See the high and no-ble lord pa - ra-ding thro 


& 


the town, His ar - mor pol-ished 


by the blood of thosehe has__—_cut down, He wouldnot be so high to - day ex - 


cept he made us low, Nor yet a no-ble’ he-ro_ now with-out an ev -_ il foe. 


See the high and noble lord parading through the town, 
His armor polished by the blood of those he has cut down, 
He would not be so high today except he made us low, 
Nor yet a noble hero now without an evil foe. 


Hear the mighty deeds he boasts—the lies that he must tell, 

To see himself as good and pure we must be dark and fell, 

With tales of crimes he claimed were ours and calls upon God’s aid, 
He turned what was a border war into a high crusade. 


The lady picks black satin sheets to make her skin seem white, 
The churchman closes out the sun to make the altar bright, 

He’s called us by the foulest names that any man should bear, 
But he must paint us black indeed to make this work look fair. 


See the true and pious lord parading through the street, 
He’ ll climb the bodies of his dead right up to heaven’s seat, 
See him riding boldly out to free the world from sin, 
Which is whatever he is not—the noble paladin. 


Captain, Oh Captain 27 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Captain, oh Cap-tain, there’s trowbleI fear, From ov-er  thehill-side an ar - my’s ap-peared, The 


cas-tle’s sur-rounded for more than a mile, And it looks like they’e panning to’ stay for a while. 


Captain, oh captain, there’s trouble I fear, 

From over the hillside an army’s appeared, 

The castle’s surrounded for more than a mile, 

And it looks like they’re planning to stay for a while. 


Keep the gate bolted, our banner on high, 

And caution the sentries to keep a sharp eye, 
The men of this castle are sturdy and tough, 
We’re loyal and brave when the going is rough. 


Captain, oh captain, there’s trouble I fear, 

Our walls still stand firm but I see no help near, 
Our storerooms are empty down to the bare rock, 
And the cook has just roasted your favorite hawk. 


Keep the gate bolted, our banner on high, 

And spice well my goshawk that ne’er more shall fly. 
The men of this castle are sturdy and tough, 

We’re loyal and brave when the going is rough. 


Captain, oh captain, there’s trouble I fear, 

The siege still continues, our peril is clear, 

For though we have weapons in plenty it’s true, 
The last of the rats has been made into stew. 


Keep the gate bolted, our banner on high, 

We will not surrender, though death may be nigh, 
The men of this castle are sturdy and tough, 
We're loyal and brave when the going is rough. 


Captain, oh captain, there’s trouble I fear, 
The brewers have told me—we’ ve run out of beer. 


Lower the drawbridge, let them do their worst, 
We’re loyal and brave, except when we thirst. 


= Fill the Cup 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Fill the cup and drink it deep, We’ve hou - rs yet be - fore we _ sleep, 


Pour us out an -  oth- er round, Fill the cup and drink it down. 


Chorus: 


Fill the cup and drink it deep, 
We’ve hours yet before we sleep, 
Pour us out another round, 

Fill the cup and drink it down. 


Fill my cup with cider strong, 

And, my friend, you can’t go wrong, 
I’ll even drink to big black spiders, 

If you’ll let me drink in cidar. (Chorus) 


Fill my cup with friendly cheer, 

It gets me quite as drunk as beer, 

Give me good company instead, 

It doesn’t leave an aching head. (Chorus) 


Fill my cup with Amaretto, 

And my troubles I'll forget, 

Oh, what could better bring hearts ease, 
Pour me out another please. (Chorus) 


Fill my cup with hot kahlua, 

Coffee beans could never brew, 

A better friend through thick and thin, 
Helps me wake up with a grin. (Chorus) 


Fill my cup with honey mead 

It’s very good when I’m in need, 

No other drink does what it does, 
Leaves me with a little buzz. (Chorus) 


Phlebotomist’s Lament oi 
Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Well, I think I knew that I had made a slight mis-take,WhenI saw them get-ting gar - lic out and 


they ap-proached with cross-es out and __sol-emn looks of dread. And it’s gauge twen-ty two 


mult - i- sam - ple nee - dles and it’s red - top ten mil vac -u-tain-er tubes, Oh, woe is 


Well, I think I knew that I had make a slight mistake, 

When I saw them getting garlic out and sharpening a stake, 

And I tried to think back on what I might have said, 

As they approached with crosses out and solemn looks of dread. 
And it’s guage twenty two multi-sample needles, 

And it’s red top ten ml. vacutainer tubes, 

Oh, woe is me phlebotomy, why was I born to lose? 


If they hadn’t just seen ‘Dracula’ they might have been more forgiving 
When somebody asked me how it was I made my living, 

I answered loud and clearly, ‘‘I suck blood.”’ was what I said, 

And behind me I heard muttering that sounded like ‘undead’ 

And it’s. gauge twenty-two multi-sample needles, 

And it’s red top ten ml. vacutainer tubes, 

Oh, woe is me phlebotomy, why was I born to lose? 


Well, perhaps my choice of words might have showed a lack of tact, 
But no time for explanations, there was orily tume to act, 

So I dashed for the door as their stakes were raised to stab, 

And I know they won’t believe this when I tell them at the lab. 

And it’s guage twenty two multi-sample needles, 

And it’s red top ten ml. vacutainer tubes, 

Oh, woe is me phlebotomy, why was I born to lose? 


7 Welsh History 101B 


Words: Heather Rose Jones Music: ‘‘The Ash Grove’’ 
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rd- er, Come 


feast you on_  mut-ton and harp for_ your plea-sure and give you a___ place to sleep 


out of the cold, Or may- be we'll meet you out on the _ dark road-way and 


rob you___ of_ hor - ses and wea - pons and gold. 


If ever you wander out by the Welsh border, come stop by and see me and ail of my kin. 

I’m Morgan ap Dafydd ap Gwion ap Hywell ap Ifor ap Madoc ap Rhodri ap Gwyn. 

We'll feast you on mutton and harp for your pleasure, and give you a place to sleep out of the cold. 
Or maybe we'll meet you out on the dark roadway, and rob you of horses and weapons and gold. 


My neighbor from England has come across raiding, slain six of my kinsmen and burned down my hall, 
It cannot be borne, this offence and injustice; I’ve only killed four of his last I recall. 

I'll send for my neighbors, Llewellyn and Owain; we’ll cut him down as for the border he rides, 
But yesterday Owain stole three of my cattle, and first I'll retake them and three more besides. 


We need a strong prince to direct our resistance, heroic, impartial, of noble degree, 

My brother’s wife’s fourth cousin’s foster-son Gruffydd is best for the job as I’m sure you'll agree. 
What matters that Rhys is the old prince’s nephew? He’s exiled to Ireland and will not return. 

I know this, for everytirne boats he is building, I send my spies money to see that they burn. 


Last evening my brother and I were at war over two feet of land on a boundary we share. 
But early this morning I hear he’s been murdered; Ill not rest until I avenge him, I swear. 
Yes, we are just plain folks, who mind our own business, honest, and loyal, and full of good cheer. 
So if you should wander out by the Welsh border, come stop by and meet all the friendly folk here. 


Military Aid to Developing Nations 
(A Historical Perspective) 
Words Heather Rose Jones 


When William came from Normandy, invading lands across the sea, 

I whispered in King Harold’s ear, ‘‘You may not win, not now, not here. 
‘‘No matter if today you run, my government will sell you guns. 

‘And if you find you cannot pay we’ll lend you money too, for, say 

‘*A small consideration in the rights to mining Cornish tin; 

‘*Some oil would be excellent; perhaps a missile base in Kent; 

‘‘And other things we may arrange. We want to help, don’t think it strange. 
‘Your rights are better here than some. God knows, you stole it fairly from 
‘The Celts. Your cause is just. Besides, we fear they’ll help the other side. 
‘“We’ll sell you helicopters, hand-grenades, some B-12 bombers, and 
‘*Perhaps a little nuke or two. (Just for deterrence’s sake, mind you) 

‘“You must stand firm, we deeply fear if we don’t stop the Normans here 
‘Then Naples, Sicily, and all, like dominoes, will surely fall.’ 

And, since we took the Saxon side, they saw the Normans well supplied, 
And Norman dukes would later prate of merely trying to liberate 
Downtrodden British workers from oppression by the Saxon scum. 


Though Normans, well armed and allied, soon ruled throughout the countryside, 


Free Saxons carried on the war, now cut down to a faithful core, 
Throughout the south some scattered bands still hiding in the forests, and 
A strong resistance in the north which we supplied through Scottish ports. 
A pity Glasgow was destroyed by missiles Norman troups employed 

To cut our lines. Neutrality was sacrificed to keep them free. 

Now don’t believe it when they say it really was the CIA 

That organized by covert arts the capture of the Lionheart, 

The emperor was on his own, we just gave him a little loan. 

Brave Robin Hood’s guerilla band spread havok throughout all the land. 
To feed the poor they robbed the rich, a communistic tactic which 

We had to stop before it spread, so we were forced to hunt them dead, 
Though Sherwood forest’s rather thick, some Agent Orange soon did the trick, 
So future dissidents be warned. The Magna Carta died still-born 

The barons organized a coup instead, and John was ousted, who 

Then spent his later years in Wales and found a job in used cart sales. 
Although it’s true these plots and raids allow no time for art or trade 

And leave the people weak and poor, the Saxons soon will win the war. 
And I am sure that then we’ll see the flowering of culture we 

Have lately known in Vietnam, Afghanistan, and Lebanon. 

And we can think with glowing pride of how we backed the winning side. 
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Protest Song 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Oh I went to fight on the side of right onthe side of the hu - man race, A 


gainst _ - cross the depths of space, So we 


sky, | There were thous-ands as we fought, Killed with- out a sec - ond thought, And I 


nev - er knew till the fight was through that my —con-science had_ been bought. 


Oh, I went to fight on the side of right, on the side of the human race, 

Against a foe that I could not know, far across the depths of space. 

So we quickly slipped in our fighting ships to our places there on high, 

Far above our foes, as their own ships rose from their outpost to the sky. 

There were thousands as we fought killed without a second thought, 

And I never knew, till the fight was through, that my conscience had been bought. 


Well, I signed on board to protect my world, I’m no mercenary paid. 

I did what I must, and I had to trust that the choices had been weighed. 

It’s a game to some, for your orders come from a man you’ve never seen, 

And when you fight in space you can’t see the face of the dead or hear them scream. 
And we had not yet been told that this war was fought for gold. 

With a heart of ice I learned for what price my conscience had been sold. 


Now they tried to hide how our leaders lied, when they told us why we fought, 

And more than a few, when we finally knew, seemed to think it mattered not. 

But the men I'd killed let their blood be spilled for a cause just like my own, 

To defend the land where their dreams were planned and a place that they called home. 
Well, the deed was done by then. But I swore I’d ne’er again 

Close my eyes and ears to my doubts and fears at the word of other men. 


They won’t let me tell what I know so well, how our trust has been betrayed, 
And our love and pride used by men who lied, turned to hate to serve their greed. 
There were few, they say, left alive that day when we broke that planet’s line, 
But I’d turned my ship for a homeward trip, and the deed was none of mine. 
Now they say my record’s black, that I ran from our attack. 

I may take the blame and a traitor’s name, but I bought my conscience back! 
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Lament for the Unicorn 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Who once was might - y in this 


What have they done to the Unicorn? 
How have they tamed the beast? 
Who once was mighty in this land, 
And now among the least. 


Those hooves that once dealt fear and death, 


That horn no sword could face, 
Are dainty now and flower-twined, 
And seem but commonplace. 


Once loving only innocence, 

A maid of high repute, 

His standards changing with the times, 
He settles now for cute. 


The symbol once of purity, 
Fierce pride and noble force, 
Has faded now until he seems, 
Nought but a horny horse. 


And even in the hearts of men, 
The place he once held there, 
Is taken o’er by others now, 
Penguins and teddy bears. 


What have they done to the Unicorn? 
How have they slain the beast? 

He’s not betrayed by virgins now, 
But, rather, by bad taste. 


- i - corn? How have they tamed the beast? 


land, __ And now a -mong the least? 
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God’s Gift to the Kingdom 


Words: Heather Rose Jones Music: The Crafty Maid’s Policy 


hot sum - mer’s day I went to a tour -ney, The com - bat 


be - side me, ‘What land is __ this, sir? Tell me if you 


One hot summer’s day I went to a tourney, 

The combat to watch as I sat at my ease, 

And asked of a lord who stood watching beside me, 
‘*What land is this, sir? Tell me if you please.”’ 


‘*What, have you not heard of this fair land, this wonder? 
But surely our land is well known far and wide, 

For we boast of it always, known then you have entered, 
God’s gift to the kingdom, the known world’s pride. 


‘*The finals of crown list and coronet feature our fighters, 
We take every prize to be won, 

No matter who wins in the lists we’ll be certain 

To find some connection to our lovely home. 


**Our artists are best (though it’s true we import them). 
From highest arts champion to lowliest scribe 

We constantly work to improve on our skills 

Then we offer our works to the crown as a—uh—gift. 


‘‘Our newsletter’s known through the land (we made certain, 
We’ll send it to anyone wanted or not!) 

Its many fine features build our reputation, 

The sources of which we have somehow forgot. 


‘Our ladies are fairer, our customs are older, 

We’ ve outdone the others in all that we’ve tried. 

You see it is certain we are, as I’ve told you, 

God’s gift to the kingdom, the known world’s pride.”’ 


He left, and I pondered his words and their wisdom, 
And thought, though the kingdom would notice the lack, 
If this place is truly God’s gift to the kingdom, 

Then all I can say is, ‘Please, take it back.”’ 


The Seneschal’s Song 
Words: Heather Rose Jones Music: ‘‘Fair Ellen Pugh’’ 
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Oh, _ I’ve pon-dered long on_ the mys - tery of things, On__ why thorns have 


ro - ses and why birds have wings, One ques - tion, through - out all my 


thought,doesper - _ sist, Why things called sen - e - schals have to ex -_ ist. An 


dry, The hens would-n’t lay and the hawks would-n’t fly 


Oh, I’ve pondered long on the mystery of things, on why thorns have roses and why birds have wings, 
One question, throughout all my thought does persist, why things called seneschals have to exist. 


An answer I got from a wizened old man, who said he was there when the whole thing began, 
I leave it to you if to doubt or agree, but here is the tale as he told it to me. 


‘*Once, long ago, things were simple and plain, the king was the law for as long as he reigned, 
We had no need of a bureaucracy, just a king and a queen, and the king then was me. 


‘*The kingdom, it prospered, we lived in grand style, we were well honored and loved, for a while. 
But then the crops failed and wells all went dry, the hens wouldn’t lay and the hawks wouldn’t fly, 


‘*All at once nothing was working out right, it seemed like steel armor took rust overnight, 
A bow wouldn’t bend and an ax wouldn’t chop, the pigs wouldn’t breed and the cats wouldn’t stop. 


‘* All through the land the bad luck was the same, so the peasants were looking for someone to blame, 
And the whole thing had me a bit worried, you see, ’cause most often I found them all looking at me. 


‘*Then I thought, what I need is a person or two, to divert their attention, I know what I'll do, 
I’ll set up some officers, they’ll be in charge, of everyday duties, the small and the large, 


‘*T’ll give them some titles with long fancy names, so they won’t mind so much when they get all the blame, 
It worked, and no more were those wearing the crowns, afraid for their lives if their luck turned around. 


‘*Now when something goes wrong all the people can cry, ‘It’s the seneschal’s fault!’ and I think this is why, 
Every king, every queen, every baron and prince, have had seneschals standing close by, ever since.’’ 
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Invitation 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


whenso man-y _ call? 


al - i - ty__ con-fines? Are you tired ofknow-ing just one world, 


Lis-ten,can you hear them? Doyou wantto try_ themall? 2. I'll fol-low me and go 


3. place be- yond_ this world’s bounds, where ev - ery face of truth is found, Where 
all times and __ all pla-ces meet, where mag - ic nev - er met de - feat, And 


where your ev - ery fan - ta - sy, is just one more re - al - i - ty. 


Are you the sort who feels the pull of other lands and times? 
Do you find the thing that others call ‘reality’ confines? 

Are you tired of knowing just one world, when so many call? 
Listen, can you hear them? Do you want to try them all? 


I’ll tell you of a place I know, it’s never far away, 

The road is always open, though there is a price to pay, 
But if you care to try it, and if you dare to go, 

I’m sure you’ll find a welcome, as I did long ago. 


A place beyond this world’s bounds, where every face of truth is found, 
Where all times and all places meet, where magic never met defeat, 
And where your every fantasy is just one more reality. 


If you have heard the calling, if you have dreamed the dream, 
If you have seen the vision that others have not seen, 

If you have felt the longing and feel you have to know, 

Don’t stand there waiting, just follow me and go. 


The Selkie’s Harp 37 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Sel- kie, Sel- kie, harp to me,_ float-ing in the salt - y sea, _ Whencecame the wood, tell 


me _ I pray, That made the harp’ on which you play? It 


A fish- er - man I loved full well, He'll nev - er need it more. 


Selkie, Selkie, harp to me, floating in the salty sea, 
Whence came the wood, tell me I pray, that made the harp on which you play? 


It was the boat of a fisherman that washed up on the shore, 

A fisherman I loved full well, he’ll never need it more. 

Selkie, Selkie, harp to me, floating in the salty sea, 

Whence came the strings, tell me I pray, that string the harp on which you play? 


They were the lines of a fisherman that washed up on the shore, 
A fisherman I loved full well, he’ll never need them more. 


Selkie, Selkie, harp to me, floating in the salty sea, 
Whence came the pins, tell me I pray, that tune the harp on which you play? 


The fingerbones of a fisherman that washed up on the shore, 
A fisherman I loved full well, he’ll never need them more. 


Selkie, Selkie, harp to me, floating in the salty sea, 
Whence came the ring of gleaming gold, you wear upon your hand so cold? 


It was the ring of a fisherman given by the maid he wed, 
A fisherman I loved full well, he sleeps now in my bed. 


Selkie, give the harp to me, floating in the salty sea, 
Give to me the golden band that you took from my true love’s hand. 


Take the harp and take the ring, they have no worth to me, 
But I shall keep your own true love here beneath the sea. 


ab Bloodsisters 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Be not a- fraid, my sis - ter, Be not a- fraid, my friend, 


blood - sis-ters to the end? Though 


I have changed, the tie is still__ as strong as it was then 


once our bloods did min - gle, so let us share__ a -_ gain. 


Be not afraid, my sister, 

Be not afraid, my friend, 

Did we not swear that we would be bloodsisters to the end? 
Though I have changed, the tie is still as strong as it was then, 
As once our bloods did mingle, so let us share again. 


Come hold me close, my sister 

Come hold me close tonight, 

No longer may I come to you beneath the sun’s cruel light, 
Come let me taste the life you hold and you may taste of mine, 
And we will share eternity in drops of ruby wine. 


I drink to you, my sister, 

I drink to our blood-bond, 

Will you not drink, to seal our pledge, before I must be gone, 
Come kiss me now, before I flee the coming of the dawn, 
And we shall be bloodsisters until death—and beyond. 


The Cat Who Warps by Herself 7 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


I left my home be- side’ the hearth, I left omy home on plan-et Earth, I 


trad - ed in my sauc- er of cream for the Milk- y Way and a lone - ly dream, Then I 


hi - jacked a space - ship bound for Mars and pro-grammed it to prowl the stars, For 


I am the cat whowarps by her-self, and all plan-ets_==——s are’ a - ‘like to me. 


I left my home beside the hearth 

I left my home on planet Earth 

I traded in my saucer of cream 

For the Milky Way and a lonely dream 
Then I hijacked a spaceship bound for Mars 
And programmed it to prowl the stars 

For I am the cat who warps by herself 

And all planets are alike to me 


Oh, I have tasted Lunar cheese 

And chased the birds in Centaurian trees 

I’ve hunted through nights both short and long 
And a hundred moons have heard my song 
I’ve basked beneath a thousand suns 

But never regretted the leaving of one 

For I am the cat who warps by herself 

And all planets are alike to me 


Oh, don’t speak to me of the joy to retire 

To a well-deserved lap and a place by the fire 
Or the pleasure of a contented purr 

At a scratch by the ear and a hand on the fur 

I need but the fire of the stars in the night 

And the purr of the drive that powers my flight 
For I am the cat who warps by herself 

And all planets are alike to me 


7 Elfland’s Daughter 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


The hill is dark__ since you have gone, And cold the great hall stands, — How 


When you took your milk-white steed _ And_ left, wheredid__ you ride? And 


was that not a mor - tal man__ that I saw by your side? 


Will you not re - turn a -_ gain? We a - wait __ you still, 


The hill is dark since you have gone 
And cold the great hall stands, 

How could you leave behind your kin 
To live in mortal lands? 

When you took your milk-white steed 
And left, where did you ride? 

And was that not a mortal man 

That I saw by your side? 


Will you not return again? 
We await you still, 
Will you not return again to live beneath the hill? 


When you drink of mortal wine 
And eat of mortal bread 

Do you hunger for the feasts 
Upon which you once fed? 

When the moon is shining full 
Do they dance in the ring? 

Have they songs that can compare 
With those the Fair Folk sing? 


Will you not return again? 
We await you still, 
Will you not return again to live beneath the hill? 


Since you left, your golden harp 
Alone and mute has stood, 

I wonder that you left it here 

To play a harp of wood, 

Oh, you could sing our hearts to joy 
Or sing our hearts to tears, 

How fare you now that you sing to 
Unheeding mortal ears? 


Will you not return again? 
We await you still, 
Will you not return again to live beneath the hill? 


How could you leave the fairest halls 
This world ever saw, 

To live your life within a house 

Of mud and brick and straw? 

How could you leave the hollow hills 
To live beneath the sky? 

How does it feel to walk the earth 
And know that you can die? 


Will you not return again? 
We await you still, 
Will you not return again to live beneath the hill? 
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Bordersong 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


For - give my _ poor per - for - mance, For - give my _hand’s mis - 
home lies to the south- ward, Where the sha - dow blocks the 


takes, 
sun, 


dark things cross the _ bor - der we have lit, - tle time _to sing, 


land is not best known for the min - strels it cre - ates, 
brave men _ fight a bat - tle that nev - er can be won, 
Em Am Dm 


" ; } And my 
for a land of frock and __ dirt and poi - oned stink - ing mu rE But 


hand more of - ten holds a sword __ than strums a well - tuned string. 
fair or foul that land is ours and paid for with our blood. 


My 
From 


dark - ness sounds a bat - tle horn, a call to take up swords, 


in the night__ we go to fight a -  gainst the Sha - dow 


when day comes those left a - live re - claim the bar - ren dust 


Forgive my poor performance, forgive my hand’s mistakes, 

My land is not best known for the minstrels it creates, 

When dark things cross the border we have little time to sing, 

And my hand more often holds a sword than strums a well-tuned string, 
My home lies to the southward, where the Shadow blocks the sun, 
Where brave men fight a battle that never can be won, 

All for a land of rock and dirt and poisoned, stinking mud, 

But fair or foul, that land is ours and paid for with our blood. 


Horde, 


From darkness sounds a battle horn, a call to take up swords, 
So in the night we go to fight against the Shadow Horde, 
And when day comes those left alive reclaim the barren dust, 


As for the dead—earth must be fed, we do but what we must. 


And now they come to meet us, to take the land we ward, 
Goblins, trolls and vampires, and he whom they call lord, 

A sword is poor protection though it be a dwarf-forged blade, 
And backed by comrades brave and true, and by immortal aid, 
Yet we do more than bar the way of Night Things that attack, 
Sometimes we can manage to push the Border back, 

Once our fathers held that land where now the demons run, 
And inch by inch we swear we shall reclaim our land again. 


From darkness sounds a battle horn, a call to take up swords, 
So in the night we go to fight against the Shadow Horde, 
And when day comes those left alive reclaim the barren dust, 


As for the dead—earth must be fed, we do but what we must. 
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i The Huntsman’s Wife . 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


The hunts-man’s wife, she bore a babe, _ and _ strange it was to see, The 


faer-ie folk thathauntthe wild have left us with a change-ling child.’ 


The huntsman’s wife, she bore a babe, and strange it was to see, 

The huntsman turned away and said, ‘‘My wife, it seems to me, er 
‘*The faerie folk that haunt the wild 

‘*Have left us with a changeling child.”’ 


She said, *‘Recall when first we met beneath the greenwood tree, 

‘*You promised that I’d have your trust, now once you’ve doubted me, 

‘‘T swear by water, wood, and stone _ 
‘‘The babe you see here is my own.”’ 

The huntsman then in anger cried, ‘‘Where is it you have gone, 


‘*Those nights when you would slip away and not return till dawn? 
‘*What manner of man was it you met 
‘“*That such a changeling child could get?’’ 


The huntsman’s wife turned pale and said, ‘‘That’s twice you’ve doubted me, 

“*T did but go into the woods, my kinsmen for to see, 

‘‘T swear by sun and silver moon _ 
‘*The babe was sired by none but you.”’ 


The huntsman said, ‘‘My wife, you lie, I’m sure it cannot be, 

‘*That such a changeling child could come from folk like you and me.”’ 
The huntsman’s wife, would he or no, 

Took up the child and turned to go. 


’ 


‘Three times you’ve doubted me,’’ she said, ‘*My days with you are done. 

‘*And if the babe’s a faerie child, he is his mother’s son! 

‘*T swear to you in all your life, _ 
**You’ll never again see child or wife.”’ 


Wolves 45 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Take them on _ the slide, With - in them wolves a - bide in hate and 


hun - ger, In tan - gled trails of mem - brane, ves- si - cle___ and 


pore, At war with life and stron - ger, 


The sections slip off of the knife like slices of a snowflake, 
Take them on the slide, 

Within them wolves abide in hate and hunger, 

In tangled trails of membrane, vessicle and pore, 

At war with life and stronger. 


Fine hounds I breed to follow them through tissue thickets lurking, 
Working as if blind. 

Trying hard to find some hopeful answer, 

To give to those in whom the demon wolves abound, 

My hounds are hunting cancer. 


They catch the scent and track it down and hold the wolves at bay. 
Pray they hold them fast. 

Stain the slide; at last, the foe I sight, 

I see them howling in the dark between the cells, 

It tells me what I fight. 


With antigen and counterstain I call my hounds to heel, 
We’ll start another run, 

Through lands of death and wonder we’ ll explore, 

And soon we’ll take the hunt to where the demons breed, 
And need fear their kind no more. 


What News? 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 
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What news, what news, of king and crown? 


me, The king has sent us hunting from the mourtains to the sea, The 


king has sent us hunt-ing those ac - cused of her-es - _ y, A man may think what- 


e’er he likes but he — should guard his words, Lest those in pow- er 


hear them and like not what they heard, For if he speaks a - 


gainst the high _ then treas - on it is named, And if he — speaks what 


they call lies then they will call_ it her-es - y, The pen-al - ty’s the same. 


What news, what news of king and crown? what news? you ask of me, 
The king has sent us hunting from the mountains to the sea, 
The king has sent us hunting those accused of heresy. 


A man may think whate’er he likes but he should guard his words, 
Lest those in power hear them and like not what they heard, 

For if he speaks against the high then treason it is named, 

And if he speaks what they call lies then they will name it heresy, 
The penalty’s the same. 


What news, what news? you ask of me, what news from the king’s hall? 
That smoke is not from kitchen fires that wreathes the castle wall, 
The smoke that reeks of death and threatens soon to cover all. 


Now I may think whate’er I like so long as I obey, 

And though my duty sickens me it’s not for me to say, 

For once I give my loyalty I will not break the trust, 

Though I regret what I have done, the faith I swore unto the king, 
I keep because I must. 


What news, what news? you ask of me, what news of crown and king? 
Oh, ask me not, I would forget the troubles that we bring, 
And if I could I would forget the oath I swore the king. 


‘*A man may think whate’er he likes,’’ my brother said to me, 
‘*And I will think and speak my mind whatever it may be.”’ 
And though I long to do the same I’m bound by what I swore, 
Yet not so bound that I’d betray my brother and I wonder now, 
To whom I’m loyal more. 


What news, what news? you ask of me, what news of king and crown? 
The king has sent his messengers to every keep and town, 
The king has called for all his men to hunt my brother down. 


Well, the king may think whate’er he likes and call me what he will, 
But though I swore his oath some loyalties run deeper still, 

The deepest ones need not be sworn aloud, if I must choose, 

Between my faith to house and kin, and to the king who wants their death, 
I know which one will lose. 


What news, what news of king and crown? what news? you ask of me, 
The king has sent men hunting from the mountains to the sea, 
The king has sent men hunting for my brother—and for me. 
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Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Evening has fallen, the people draw near, 

They sit and they talk and applaud what they hear, 
And I sit and watch as the evening goes on, 

And wait for the magic to come. 


And sometimes it happens and sometimes not, 
Then we must be content with whatever we got, 
It seems that no matter how hard we may try, 
Too often the magic just passes us by. 


Oh, I remember my early days, 

It came so easy then, 

What are we missing? What have we forgotten? 
Why can’t it be magic again? 


Then we would listen and we’d sing along, 

To voices like legends and favorite songs, 

But the faces have changed, have the legends all gone? 
Now the crowd turns to me and they ask for a song. 


And I sing of the legends when evening is here, 
And the people sit listening and drinking their beer, 
And it’s not what I came for but still I will stay, 
And pray for the magic to come. 


And sometimes it happens, but mostly not, 
What am I missing what have I forgot? 

The ask me for magic and they cannot see, 
That making the magic’s not magic for me. 


And we plan and we plot and we try to pretend, 
That we can create the old times again, 

It used to just happen, the magic just came, 
Somehow when you plan it, it isn’t the same. 


Sometimes when evening has come to a close, 
I try to remember the faces of those, 

Who sang in that marvelous time I recall, 
And I wonder, for them, was it magic at all? 


It’s evening again and the people draw near, 

They sit and they talk and applaud what they hear, 
And it’s not what I came for but still I won’t go, 
For fear that the magic might come, 

And I'd never know. 
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This Time and Place 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Here’s to the deeds we have’ seen on this day, They’ll long be re - mem- bered by 


all . those who came, And __here’s to the times yet to come on their way, For 


bet - ter or worse they will not be the same, The mem - ories we've 


gath- ered, the joy and the friends, we'll al - ways have with us what - 


gain, But it won't be _ this time and it won't be this place. 


Here’s to the deeds we have seen on this day, 
They'll long be remembered by all those who came, 
And here’s to the times yet to come on their way, 
For better or worse they will not be the same. 


The mem’ries we’ve gathered, the joy and the friends, 
We’ll always have with us whatever we face, 

And if fate is willing we’ll soon meet again, 

But it won’t be this time and it won’t be this place. 


We’ll soon hear again the songs we have sung, 
Though maybe the voices will not be the same, 
The taste of the wine lingers yet on my tongue, 
But the cup I have drunk I cannot drink again. 


The mem’ries we’ve gathered, the joy and the friends, 
We’ll always have with us whatever we face, 

And if fate is willing we’ll soon meet again, 

But it won’t be this time and it won’t be this place. 


So strike up the music and join in the dance, 

The steps ever changing, the pattern the same, 

None know where it leads but we’ll all take the chance, 
And when we next meet we will dance it again. 


The mem’ries we’ve gathered, the joy and the friends, 
We’ll always have with us whatever we face, 

And if fate is willing we’ll soon meet again, 

But it won’t be this time and it won’t be this place. 
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Songs of Lands Afar 
Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 
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sing it for the pay it brings in 


I 


a song I sing for those who roam the stars, 


Home is just 


col - lect - ed 


learned them all 


port bars, I’ve 


space - 


crowd - ed 


a - far. 


my songs of lands 


to 


lis - ten 


Come 


a hun-dred suns, 


hun -dred ports, 


song of things they once held dear. And 


a 


and come to hear 


come to drink 


They 


on the line 


They put their cred -its 


| 


do. 


I 


big e-nough 


is 


the tip 


if 


one more time, And 


say ‘Please sing it 


song _ to make youcry, Then 


a 


sing 


comeand lis-ten,comeand buy, [ll 


So 


you drunk-en sots, To 


won’t be like 


_siséil 


fare, 


I have earned my 


as 


soon 


leave as 


But 


care, 


had onethen I'd 


I 


if 


mourn a 


Home is just a song I sing for those who roam the stars, 

I sing it for the pay it brings in crowded spaceport bars, 

I’ve learned them all, collected from a hundred ports, a hundred suns, 
Come listen to my songs of lands afar. 


They come to drink and come to hear 
A song of things they once held dear, 
And sadly reminisce an hour or two, 
They put their credits on the line 

And say ‘Please sing it one more time,’ 
And if the tip is big enough I do. 


For some I sing of silver waves 

That lap a shore by crystal caves, 

For some I sing the mountain’s rocky face, 
A city of a thousand spires, 

The place that holds their heart’s desire, 
For some I sing the velvet black of space. 


So come and listen, come and buy, 

I'll sing a song to make you cry, 

Then leave as soon as I have earned my fare, 
I won’t be like you drunken sots, 

To mourn a home I’ve half forgot, 

And maybe if I had one then I’d care. 


But home is just a song I sing for those who roam the stars, 

I sing it for the pay it brings in crowded spaceport bars, 

I’ve learned them all, collected from a hundred ports, a hundred suns, 
Come listen to my songs of lands afar. 


For some I sing a place they built, 

Or where their people’s blood was spilt, 
For some I sing the planet of their birth, 
For some I sing of crimson suns, 

Or canyons where black rivers run, 

For all I sing the green green hills of Earth. 


For every planet, every land 

Each satellite of God or man, 

The ones they want come easy to my lips, 
The words, the music and the key, 

Are indexed in my memory, 

Cross referenced by their uniforms and ships. 


So come and listen, come and buy, 

I'll sing a song to make you cry, 

Then leave as soon as I have earned my fare, 
I won’t be like you drunken sots, 

To mourn a home I’ve half forgot, 

And maybe if I had one I’d be there. 


But home is just a song I sing for those who roam the stars, 

I sing it for the pay it brings in crowded spaceport bars, 

I’ve learned them all, collected from a hundred ports, a hundred suns, 
Come listen to my songs of lands afar. 
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Starcrossed 
Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 
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Leave this world be- 


and I have to go._ 


break-ing 


is 


dawn 


wait-ing, 


my ship is 


worlds in plen-ty, 


_ you 


will give 
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you could know, 


blind you to what 


don’t let it 


are 


long 


new, And as 
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Come, my ship is waiting, 
Dawn is breaking, and I have to go, 
Leave this world behind you, 


Don’t let it blind you to what you could know, 


I will give you worlds in plenty, 
Each one different, each one new, 
And as long as stars are burning, 
I will give my love to you. 


You can’t know what you’re saying, 

Should I stay with so much left to see? 

You’d tie me to the ground 

When planet-bound means death to one like me, 
I must have my worlds to travel, 

Each one different, each one new, 

I can’t give up my freedom, 

Not even for a sky so blue. 


So farewell to you beloved, 
Joy in all you do, 


The stars there for my taking, 
Each one different, each one new, 
But as long as they are burning, 
Yet will I remember you. 


Oh, stay a little longer, 

My love’s stronger than the pull of space, 
You could spend a lifetime 

Without finding fairer than this place, 

I will give you hills of green, 

No other sky could be so blue, 

And as long as this world’s turning 

I will give my love to you. 


And how could I be leaving 

Without grieving for what’s left behind? 
My soul is rooted well, 

How can I tell what new roots I could find? 
I must have my hills of green, 

And I must have my sky of blue, 

I can’t leave this world behind, 

Not for a thousand strange and new. 


So farewell to you beloved, 
Joy in all you do, 
But my hills are waiting, 


No other sky could be so blue, 
But as long as this world’s turning, 
Yet will I remember you. 


Sonnet for the P-3 Lab 


Words : Heather Rose Jones 


With ritual do I protect myself, 
Protect myself from demons of the air, 
From vap’rous spirits that would steal my health, 
All things I cannot see, but know are there. 

So for my work I carefully prepare. 

My circle, not inscribed with blade of steel, 

But signs of ‘Biohazard’ and ‘Beware’ 

Contains those I would summon to my will. 
Now do I don the ritual attire, 

The robe, the gloves, the mask and other things, 
Well purified by water and by fire 

Since last I wore them here within the ring. 

My implements for sorcery I bring, 

And step by step I work the spell I’ve planned, 
Invoking Pasteur’s name I chant and sing, 

As ancient dusty tomes of lore command. 

Now summon I the demons, each by name: 
Yersinia pestis, cocci, CJD. 

I call them up safe knowing I can tame 

These evil spirits by my sorcery. 

But should I fail what ritual decrees, 

One step misplaced, forgotten or ill-done, | 
One opportunity the wraiths can seize, « 
My circle broken, all my charms undone, 
The shall the demons here escape my will 
And, as their nature is, then shall they kill. 


Isabeau’s Song 57 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


My dreams are filled _ with fan - ta - sies of flight, 


Feath-ered mem - o -- ries that fade as I wake__—Ssédatto the night, 


Light and love are lost to me the cost of _ be-ing free, And hope is ev-er 


My dreams are filled with fantasies of flight, 
Feathered memories that fade as I wake to the night, 
Light and love are lost to me, 

The cost of being free, 

And hope is ever hidden out of sight. 


A curse both born of love and born of hate, 
Power pulled by opening a dark forbidden gate, 
The fate that first had found our lives, 

And bound my love and I, 

Now parted us, our peril learned too late. 


Now my dreams are filled with fantasies of flight, 
Feathered memories that fade as I wake to the night, 
Light and love are lost to me, 

The cost of being free, 

And hope is ever hidden out of sight. 


Day to night and night to day again, 

The love that binds us bittersweet in both its joy and pain, 
Changing by no choice of ours, 

No voice to break the power, 

No way our sundered lives can be regained. 


He to wolf and I to wings to fly, 

He to hunt the night and I to soar the summer sky, 
Twilight mocks our turning 

When we yearn to touch again, 

And face pressed close against his fur I cry. 


For my dreams are filled with fantasies of flight, 
Feathered memories that fade as I wake to the night, 
Light and love are lost to me, 

The cost of being free, 

And hope is ever hidden out of sight. Out of sight. 


58 The Bird of Gold 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Cold the mist lies, —idbutt bold the sun ri - ses, Old- er than me is the dawn, 


Hi he hangssing - ing, fly -ing and bring - ing life, love and laugh-ter and signs of the spring, 


[ asked the bird of gold, why was I nev-er told, like day and springtime that I could grow old. 


Cold the mist lies, but bold the sun rises, older than me is the dawn, 

Spring in his eyes the king of birds tries his wings on the weight of a song. 

High he hangs singing, flying and bringing life, love and laughter and signs of the spring. 

| asked the bird of gold, why was I never told like day and springtime that I could grow old? 


Bold the sun rises and gold the land lies, I’m old as the day and my song. 

Summer replies to the sun bird’s sweet cries as he summons the coming of dawn. 

Bright with the day begun, shining and ever young, I see the bird of gold rise in the sun. 
Time like the tree of old ripens its fruit to gold, I pluck more days than I find I can hold. 


Gold the land lies but behold the grey skies, I’m told that my time is half gone. 

Fall still denies what the call of the ice tell us all with its silvery song. 

By the king’s leafy hall high trees in living walls rise to contend with the ice as it falls. 
Bright leaves of red and gold fight with the cloudy cold, I watch the wheel of time as it rolls. 


Behold the grey skies as cold the mist lies, I’m old and may die with the dawn. 

Winter wind flies, the king of birds hides and thinks of when snows will be gone. 

Nigh comes the spring and then I'll hear him singing and find me new hope in his rising again. 
Life is a tale told by the bright bird of gold lighting our way through the night and the cold. 


Cold the mist lies but bold the sun rises, older than me is the dawn. 
Spring in his eyes, the king of birds tries his wings on the weight of my song. 


Western Land 59 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Take a mo - ment please my friends, wher -ev-er you may be, From the moun - tains 


to the coast or far a - cross the sea, Give a thought to _ this, our land, the 


fin-est thing we’ve made, Think up-on__ . this West-ern . Land, and nev-er let it 


fade. Yes, think up-on____ this West-ern Land where first we dreamed the dream, Where 


knights first walked our tourn -ey fields _ and ro. - ses crowned a queen, 


You who seek__ to know the best__ of what the past__ can give, 


Think up - on__ this West-ern Land, where first we made_ it live. 
lake a moment please, my triends, wherever you may be, 
From the mountains to the coast, or far across the sea, 
Give a thought to this, our land, the finest thing we’ve made, 
Think upon this western land, and never let it fade. 


Yes think upon this western land where first we dreamed the dream, 
Where knights first walked our tourney fields and roses crowned a queen, 
You who seek to know the best of what the past can give, 

Think upon this western land where first we made it live. (Chorus) 


Think of all the wonders that this land has grown to hold, 
Misty hills and rocky shores and endless fields of gold, 

Icy peaks and desert sands and everything between, 

Think upon this western land, the fairest I have seen. (Chorus) 


How often has this kingdom known the sorrow of farewells, 

To parts of us grown strong enough to stand now by themselves, 
To friends and neighbors, far and near, in every land I call, 
Think upon this western land that gave birth to them all. (Chorus) 
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Red Is for Purity 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


F#m Em 


wear gold 


and green, 


you just 


We sell strange de - vi -ces_ at mod - er 


what they mean, For we know 


Oh, we are the SCA heraldic team, 


We all have big mouths and we wear gold and green, 
We sell strange devices at moderate prices, 
And we’ll tell you just what they mean. 


Chorus: 


For we know red is for purity, white is for blood, 
And lions and roses are as common as mud, 

And unicorns vairy can only be carried 

By those who survived the great flood. 


Now swords stand for cowardice, we all agree, 
And spears are for impotence it’s plain to see, 
And halbards and axes mean you owe back taxes, 
Except if you bear them in threes. (Chorus) 


Bends sinister mean that you can’t be a knight, 
Unless you’re left handed and then they’re all right, 
And those with bars gemel were spit on by camels 
As children and given a fright. (Chorus) 


Now mullets of five points or six points or eight, 

Mean that you’re strange, but you’re more or less straight, 
But seven inverted means that you’re perverted 

In ways that we won’t contemplate. (Chorus) 


Now charges on chiefs mean you want to be boss, 
And open-mouthed beasts mean that you need to floss, 
And weapons in saltire are carried by liars, 

For that means your fingers are crossed. (Chorus) 
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Shadow Harper 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Fing - ers flick -er light - ly, sha - dow plays up - on the wall 


Draw - ing us in - to a dream, be - tween this world and one un - seen, 


Sha-dow harp - er, __ Sha-dow harp - er steps in - to the _ hall. 


Fingers flicker lightly, shadow plays upon the wall, 
Hear the harpstrings send their silver call, 

Drawing us into a dream, 

Between this world and one unseen, 

Shadow harper, shadow harper steps into the hall. 


Like a storied hero waiting till the world has need, 

The ancient music once again is freed, 

And echoes deep within the earth, 

Now sound again at its rebirth, 

Shadow harper, shadow harper wakes the sleeping seed. 


The music conjures visions that we’ve never seen before, 
And hidden lands we hunger to explore. 

They vanish as the music ends, 

But then the harper plays again, 

Shadow harper, shadow harper opens up the door. 


Shadow music follows every note and every phrase, 
There’s more in what we hear than what he plays, 
The voices of uncounted years, 

Are sounding softly in our ears, 

Shadow harper, shadow harper haunts us all our days. 


Fingers flicker lightly, shadow plays upon the wall, 
Hear the harpstrings send their silver call, 

Drawing us into a dream, 

Between this world and one unseen, 

Shadow harper, shadow harper steps into the hall. 


62 


Mists Rising 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Is it the dew that spar-kles on the hill, Or the glit - ter of spears in the 


it a horn or the  crow-ing of a cock, That sig - nalsthat day has be - 


Is it the dew that sparkles on the hill, or the glitter of spears in the sun? 
Is it a horn or the crowing of a cock that signals that day has begun? 

Can you hear the tread of marching feet, a sound like the beat of a drum? 
See the mists rising over the field, the time of glory has come. 


Take up your swords, your helmets and your shields, arise and make ready to ride, 
String well your bows and pray your aim is true, it’s time for your skills to be tried, 
The night was cold, the road was long, and the field we face is wide, 

But proudly raise our banner high, our prince calls us now to his side. 


Is it the dew that sparkles on the hill, or the glitter of spears in the sun? 
Is it a horn or the crowing of a cock that signals that day has begun? 

Can you hear the tread of marching feet. a sound like the beat of a drum? 
See the mists rising over the field, the time of glory has come. 


Forward once for the land that we love, twice for the songs of old, 

Three times now for those we left behind, and the dreams that we all hold, 

When night comes, if we’ve lost or we’ve won, we will drink to our heroes bold, 
But forward now for the honor of the Mists, our deeds have yet to be told. 


Is it the dew that sparkles on the hill, or the glitter of spears in the sun? 
Is it a horn or the crowing of a cock that signals that day has begun? 

Can you hear the tread of marching feet, a sound like the beat of a drum? 
See the mists rising over the field, the time of glory has come. 


Raise your spears to glitter on the hill like the sparkle of dew in the sun. 
Blow your horn like the crowing of a cock, to signal that day has begun. 
Boldly march, let the tread of your feet sound like the beat of a drum. 
See the mists rising over the field, the time of glory has come. 


gun? 


The Herald’s Farewell 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


They broughtthe news_ a mo-ment past, my _ king’ in bat-tle 


I, your her- ald, left be - hind __ with those who must re 


can - not 


who ev -er went a - head _ to make your pres - ence 


ev - en fol - low to the place where you have gone. 


They brought the news a moment past, my king in battle slain, 
And I, your herald, left behind with those who must remain, 
Yes, I who ever went ahead to make your presence known, 
Now cannot even follow to the place where you have gone. 


Since you were crowned I was your voice, In times both good and ill, 
Before this battle I, it was, who told them of your will, 

I spoke your words to friend and foe upon this bloody plain, 

And now they bring me bitter news, my king in battle slain. 


And when you come to judgement now who will announce your name? 
Who will proclaim your titles there and all your deeds of fame? 

In court and hall and far off lands, in rites of peace and war, 

This is the first time of them all I have not gone before. 


Perhaps this one last service is nought but a waste of breath, 
They say the honors of this life mean nothing after death, 
But I on earth will raise a shout to make the heavens ring, 
And let God know he comes before the presence of my king. 


main, 


known, 


Yes, 


Now 
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64 Biotech Fantasy 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Verses 
1&4 


an-i-mal lib - er-a -tion-ist in our 


Verses 
2&3 


You see we _ had a lit-tle warn-ing threat-ening calls  andlet-ters too, We pre- 


cage behind the stor-age shelves in room one sev - en - teen, He helps with our ex-per- i- ments al - 
pared a smallsur-prise (etc.) 7 


though he’drath-er not, But think of all the ro- dents that he’s sav - ing from those shots, His 


cause was true, Hisheart was pure,_—s-_ He bet-ter hope we find the cure. 


We've got an animal liberationist in our lab, 

In a cage behind the storage shelves in room one seventeen, 

He helps with our experiments, although he’d rather not, 

But think of all the rodents that he’s saving from those shots, 

His cause was true, his heart was pure; he better hope we find the cure. 


You see we had a little warning, threatening calls and letters too, 

We prepared a small surprise with springs and chicken wire and glue, 
When he came creeping in that night he didn’t see our trap, 

Until he tripped the lever and the cage door came down snap, 

"Twas such a noble sacrifice to give himself to save those mice. 


We've said we’ll let him out as soon as we can cure what he has caught, 
You can bet he’s learned you shouldn’t open lab doors labelled ‘hot,’ 

Now with a human subject our results are up ten-fold, 

Although our testing sometimes gets a little uncontrolled, 

We could do so much with three or four; maybe soon we’ll get some more. 


We’ve got an animal liberationist in our lab, 

We feed him only certified Purina Human Chow, 

Although we are quite proud of him we keep him hid away, 

Especially when inspected by the USD of A, 

Thought he may cry AALAS , AALAC, J don’t think we’ll send him back. 
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One January Morning 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


One Jan- u-ar_ - y morm-ing, sent from earth to touch__ the _ sky, Now 


fire and sea have ta- ken them be - fore our watch-ing  _ eyes, 


trace of white a-gainst the blue that blos-somedin-to flame, And ‘just amnoth-er rou - tine flight’ has 


earned a dead - ly _ flame, But noth-ing’s done with-out the risk_ of 
Bm7 D Em 


fail - ure, Noth - ing’s won with - out the chance _ of loss, 


a 


Noth-ing’s bought util it has been pai 


for, No re-grets whenit is worththe cost. 


One January morning, sent from earth to touch the sky, 

Now fire and sea have taken them before our watching eyes, 
A trace of white against the blue that blossomed into flame, 
And ‘‘just another routine flight’’ has earned a deadly fame. 


Chorus: 


But nothing’s done without the risk of failure, 
Nothing’s won without the chance of loss, 
Nothing’s bought until it has been paid for, 
No regrets when it is worth the cost. 


How easily we can forget the steps that we have come, 

And we forget how deeply we have paid at every one, 

Across the years we’ve taken ships through sea and sky and space, 
Wind and wave and storm and fire were always there to face. (Chorus) 


So this is for the seven who fell out of the sky, 

And for a shattered eagle that used to soar so high, 

For all who dare the challenge knowing it’s not if, but when, 

And for our dream of spaceflight that will always rise again. (Chorus) 


The Songbook Pusher 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


When I wasyoungandin-no-cent I  had-n’t an-y cares, And I on - ly sang be-cause my heart was 


light, But then the push-er called to_| me and  showedme all his wares, And I 
6 E [2 A (2. A 
——~"S 7 ritard. 
el ee eens al -  D) 


fell, and soon was _ ta - ken by _ the night, Yes, say: Do you 
Em more slowly A Em A B7 


want to buy a song-book, lit- tle bard?___——s‘I_— think you'l find the tunes aren't ver-y hard, In 


a tempo 


s 


fact they're rather nice, So just take my ad-vice,_ You want to buy a song-book, lit-tle bard. 


When: I was young and innocent I hadn’t any cares, 

And I only sang because my heart was light, 

But then the pusher called to. me and showed me all his wares, 
And I fell and soon was taken by the night. 


Yes, I was young and innocent and didn’t understand 

How easily a girl could go astray. 

He whispered from the shadows and beckoned with his hand, 
And foolishly I paused to hear him say: 


Do you want to buy a songbook, little bard? 

I think you li find the tunes aren’t very hard. 

In fact they're rather nice, so just take my advice, 
You want to buy a songbook, little bard. 


So I told myself, ‘‘Now what harm could a songbook ever be?’’ 
And I bought a small collection for my own, 

For surely of the tunes I’d sing no more than two or three, 

And then I’d stop and leave the rest alone. 


But I sang them all, then needed more, now what was I to do? 
I went searching for the pusher full of fear, 

I found him late that evening in a noisy crowded room, 

He strummed a chord and whispered in my ear: 


Do you want to buy a songbook, little bard? 

I think you’ll find the tunes aren’t very hard. 

In fact they’re rather nice, so just take my advice, 
You want to buy a songbook, little bard. 


Now the only things I care for are those printed music books, 
And to sing with fellow addicts late at night, 

And all my friends and family now give me funny looks, 
And I’m rarely seen beneath the morning light. 


But sometimes I have ventured from those dens of filk and sin, 
Back into the world I once had known, 

For I must support my habit, and my wallet’s getting thin, 
And I’ve turned to selling songbooks of my own. 


So do you want to buy a songbook, little bard? 

I think you'll find the tunes aren’t very hard. 

In fact they’re rather nice, so just take my advice, 
You want to buy a songbook, little bard. 
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Beyond the Western Sea 


Words and Music: 


There’s a whis - per at _ night 
call from the past 


mem -_ ory of things that the 


lis - ten in won - der and long to hear 
voice of the land that we left longa - 


we who dwell be-yond the wes-tern sea 


Heather Rose Jones 


when the wind whis-tles high, There’s a 
that can touch us to - day, It’s a 


mind can - not know, It’s the 


share the dreams that were plan-ted deep within our blood and 


it is call 


Through 
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the years that have passed 


think that we couldev-er be the same, Could be the same, 


There’s a whisper at night when the wind whistles high, 
There’s a song I hear sung in the dark of the sky. 
Floating faint in the air from a far away shore, 

So I listen in wonder and long to hear more. 


It’s a call from the past that can touch us today, 
It’s a longing so vast I cannot turn away, 

It’s a memory of things that the mind cannot know, 
It’s the voice of the land that we left long ago. 


For we who dwell beyond the western sea share the dreams 

That were planted deep within our blood and written on our souls 
But there’s too much found and too much lost, 

Too much gained at too much cost, 

To think that we could ever be the same, 

Could be the same. 


As the tune has been sounded on two different strings, 

So the song will be shaped by the voices that sing, 

As seed that is sown knows the earth and the air, 

So the needs we have known are ones we have not shared. 


There is no going back, there is no going on 
Without feeling the lack of what’s past us and gone, 
But I still hear the wind whistling faintly but clear, 
And Ill sing my own songs to the music I hear. 


For we who dwell beyond the western sea share the dreams 

That were planted deep within our blood and written on our souls, 
But there’s too much found and too much lost, 

Too much gained at too much cost, 

To think that we could ever be the same, 

Could be the same. 
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- The Two of Us 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


It’s been just the two of us for more time __ than I care to count or 


mark, Noth-ing muchto do while we’re on board butsit andstare out at the 


dark of space, And your face or what must pass for it has 


grown more than fam - i - liar to my sight, I 


It’s been just the two of us for more time than I care to count or mark, 

Nothing much to do while we’re on board but sit and stare out at the dark of space, 
And your face, or what must pass for it, has grown more than familiar to my sight, 
I doubt that I could last this long alone but you help fill the endless night. 


I can’t quite remember now just why I’m here or what I am to do, 

When this journey ends then will I find companions cut to a more human shape, 
And the tapes that might have told me have been lost, erased, or stolen long ago, 
I need something to hold to but the cost is more than all of us can know. 


Funny, how the days will pass when I forget the strangeness of your touch, 

I somehow doubt that they intended quite what we’ ve arranged but now it’s much too late. 
The waiting and the loneliness could surely start to send a person mad, 

I wonder, did they know how I’d endure, for in the end you’re all I had. 


And it’s been just the two of us for more time than I care to count or mark, 
Nothing much to do while we’re on board but sit and stare out at the dark of space, 
And your face, or what must pass for it, has grown more than familiar to my sight, 
I doubt that I could last this long alone but you help fill the endless night. 


71 


The Freeway Song 


Words: Heather Rose Jones Music:The Irish Washerwoman 


You go south on 280 till you’re going east, 

Then you find that it doesn’t make sense in the least, 
For it’s really 680 north turning around, 

It’s the craziest system of freeways I’ve found. 


Now go west on 580 and drive on your way, 

Till you join with a road coming over the bay 
You’re on 80 east 580 west going forth 

To dispair and confusion for now you point north. 


You can’t take south 880 from 580 straight, 

When you get to the interchange then it’s too late, 

You end up going north (which is west) or you find 
You’ve gone over the bridge and gone out of your mind. 


For you needed to exit three exits before, 

Taking 980 (careful, don’t take 24), 

Going through downtown Oakland and you want to scream, 
For you find the wide road that was once 17. 


But it’s 880 now, at least to San Jose, 

I don’t know what it’s called when it’s farther away. 
Take it south to the junction with 101 north, 

Which is still the same number, for what it is worth. 


And now gone are the Bayshore and Nimitz and all. 
Now with three-digit numbers the freeways we call, 

So take 380 west heading into the sun, 

And then find yourself right back where you had begun. 
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The Phantom Garbage Barge of Islip 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


On the seas in a - ges past, when men’ worked be - fore the mast, There were 


haz- ards of a_ su - per- nat - ural kind, Gi - ant ser- pentsin the deep, 


sing- ing you to sleep, Fly - ing Dutch-men that wouldsneak up from be -_ hind, 


boats and planes got tan - gled in Ber - mw - da’s strange tri - an - gle, When 


_— 
had the Car- ri - be - an in a vice - grip, Yes they had their ag- gra-va - tions whenit 


On the seas in ages past, when men worked before the mast, 
There were hazards of a supernatural kind, 

Giant serpents in the deep, sirens singing youto sleep, 
Flying Dutchmen that would sneak up from behind. 


And both boats and planes got tangled in Bermuda’s strange triangle, 
When it had the Caribbean in a vice-grip, 

Yes they had their aggravations when it came to navigation, 

Now we’ ve got the phantom garbage barge of Islip. 


In a small town on Long Island peoplewatched the garbage pile, 
And knew they’d have to think of something very soon, 

For they’d make a regulation to avoid contamination 

With their landfill quickly running out of room, 


Then up spoke Captain St. Pierre and no bolder man was there, 
‘‘For your problem there’s an elegant solution, 

**Pile the stuff up on a barge, we may need one rather large, 
‘*And I'll tow away this town’s excess pollution.”’ 


So he hauled away for Morehead, but the people there were soreheads, 
And Islip’s extra trash they quickly banned, 

So he made for New Orleans, though the crew was turning green, 

But they called the guard and would not let him land. 


Heading south for Yucatan, Islip’s floating garbage can, 

Caused a fuss of international proportions, 

And it seemed that no one sane that poor orphaned trash would claim, 
Without the threat of blackmail or extortions. 


When last seen by human eyes, shrouded in a cloud of flies, 
That garbage barge was heading ou to sea, 

Whether east or south or west nowhere could it come to rest 
And it wanders now for all eternity, 


But the sailors, so they say, Sometimes smell, from far away, 
A ghostly reek of something dead and rotten, 

And while that breath of fetid air tells the fate of St. Pierre, 
His endless quest will never be forgotten. 


But that barge is not alone lots of waste can find no home, 

And it stinks, corrodes and glows while it is waiting, 

For the ones who make the mess just don’t think ahead, I guess, 
And it piles up while they are hesitating, 


So if you’re on the Atlantic, and you find that life is frantic, 
And you think you’ll go off sailing on a nice trip, 

Just remember to be wary of the doom the waves can carry, 
And avoid the phantom garbage barge of Islip. 
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a Telegraph Fair 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


The faint-est of breez - es is stir-ring the air, Though youhad-n’t quite 


meant to, your feet seem to stray,_ To a street witha soul that is time - less and rare, 


For it is-n’t quite here andit there, And you know that you’ve 


*only on verses 2 and 4. 


The bright sun is burning the fog off the bay, 

The faintest of breezes is stirring the air, 

Though you hadn’t quite meant to, your feet seem to stray, 
To a street with a soul that is timeless and rare, 

For it isn’t quite here and it isn’t all there, 

And you know that you’ve come to the Telegraph Fair. 


So carefully view what the merchants display, 

The potters and weavers are showing their wares, 

As ancient, yet new, as the jeweler’s array, 

A ring for your finger, a clasp for your hair. 

The people don’t change, just the clothes that they wear, 
As the centuries pass at the Telegraph Fair. 


The street fills with song as the afternoon wanes, 
A guitar player tunes with the greatest of care, 
The bell-tower chimes its familiar refrain, 

That the tin-whistler turns to an old Scottish air, 
And the coins fill his hat but the dollars are rare, 
It’s another slow day at the Telegraph Fair. 


There’s a man in a doorway who catches your eye, 
His jacket is dirty, his feet almost bare, 

He steps out before you as you’re passing by, 

And he asks if you’ve got any change you can spare, 
But you look somewhere elise as if you didn’t care, 
And you quickly walk past at the Telegraph Fair. 


The wind turns to chill as the sun settles low, 

The sidewalks grow colder and older and bare, 
For the merchants are closing and packing to go, 

And you’ve lost that enchantment and kinship you shared, 
Now the memory fades as you homeward repair, 
But some day you’ll return to the Telegraph Fair. 
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(What I Did On) My Summer Vacation 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


When _ I was a_ kid back when gas was much cheap-er, And sum - mers 


deep-er and wi - der and slow,__ We’d pack up the van__ for a hol - i - 


- can beach-es, Through reach-es green hills we'd 


When I was a kid back when gas was much cheaper, 
And summers were deeper and wider and slow, 
We’d pack up the van for a holiday’s driving, 
Arriving as soon as we'd go. 

To the dark northern forests, the Mexican beaches, 
Through reaches of green hills we'd ride, 

And all Arizona’s hot sands 

Our van took in stride. 


The world passed our windows at leisurely paces, 

Familiar sights—places that we’d never been, 

We'd play games with the road signs and sing rather badly, 
And Dad would recite Gunga Din, 

But four kids in a car is a sure road to trouble, 

Redoubled the longer the miles, 

Then Dad would drive nights while we’d sleep, 

Keeping peace for a while. 


were 


We could sleep through whole states, we could sleep through disasters 
In dream-journeys vaster than those of the light, 

For there’s no lullaby like the sound of a motor, 

The slow turning miles in the night. 

A night filled with halfway-glimpsed gas pumps and diners, 
Defining the edges of sleep, 

Till dawn, like a slow stalking cat 

Past the windshield would creep. 


Then we’d wake up to mountain peaks framing the sunrise, 
Or open our eyes on a canyon of stone, 

Or the smell of the sea and the sound of the breakers, 

Or wake up and find ourselves home. 

And I could sleep soundly, secure in the knowing 

We’re going to be there come dawn, 

But like the miles slipping away, 

Those days are all gone. 


Now I do my own driving and highways are longer, 
They call ever stronger but I can’t obey, 

For long lazy summers come rarely or never, 

And everything’s so far away. 

But when I was a kid back when gas was much cheaper, 
And summers were deeper and slow, 

The world was as close as a van 

And we’d pack up and go. 


78 Janet’s Ride 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Aye, _ she rode a - cross the hills through dark - ness and ___ through 


dan - ger, The shad - ows heavy - y at her back through lands grown ev - er 


stran - ger, The new moon and the night-en - gale knew where her love was 


hid - den, And aye, she’ rode_ to seek him there al - though it was for - 


The Queen of Death gra - zes_ her horse in the mead- ow, Un - der the 


hill - side be - neath the white thorn, If you can catch him he'll 


car- ry you. bold- ly, In - to Death’scoun-try and back by _ the morn. 


A: Aye, she rode across the hills through darkness and through danger, 
The shadows heavy at her back through lands grown ever stranger. 
The new moon and the nightingale knew where her love was hidden, 
And aye, she rode to seek him there although it was forbidden. 


B: But when she came unto the place where her love should be waiting, 
She only found his good grey hawk all from its jesses bating, 
Who cried, ‘‘Fair maid, you’ve come too late—the Queen of Death came riding, 
‘*And in her dark and shadowed hall your true love is abiding.”’ 


A: ‘‘Now tell me how to find that land where my love has been taken, 
‘*And tell me how to win him from her arms where none awaken, 
‘‘No living foot can tread that path, no living man defy her, 

‘*And yet I’d follow after him through fury, flood, and fire.”’ 


“‘The Queen of Death grazes her horse in the meadow, "9 


‘*Under the hillside beneath the white thorn, 
“*If you can catch him he’ll carry you boldly, 
‘Into Death’s country and back by the morn.’ 


‘*But see you neither eat nor drink of ought that she may offer, 
‘*Accept no gifts from out her hand nor gold from out her coffer, 
‘Touch nothing, lest your life and soul be forfeit to her reaping, 
‘*But bargain well and win your love out of the Lady’s keeping.”’ 


She’s braided a bridle of moonlight and midnight, 
She’s hidden herself by the white hawthorn tree, 
She’s thrown the reins over the neck of the horse, 
And she’s ridden it over the lea. 


And aye, she rode across the hills through darkness and through danger, 
The shadows heavy at her back through lands grown ever stranger, 

The heron and the hollow mist knew where her love was hidden, 

And aye, she rode to seek him there although it was forbidden. 


The Queen of Death looked up and said, ‘‘Who comes to me so bravely?”’ 
‘‘Who dares to cross my borders, know thy courage will not save thee.”’ 
‘*T do not come to scorn your power, my life I’ve not forsaken, 

‘‘T come to fetch my own true love that you this night have taken.”’ 


‘‘Come down, come down from off my horse, be welcome in my land, 
‘*The horse has ridden far tonight, you should not let him stand.’’ 

‘*T swear I’ll not get off your horse within the land you hold, 

‘*Nor yet until I bring my love out of your hall so cold.’’ 


‘*Then share with us our bread and wine, although the fare is poor, 
‘No one who comes in search of me goes hungry from my door.”’ 
‘*T have not come for meat nor drink nor have I come to find thee, 
‘*T swear I shall not eat nor drink till he rides home behind me.”’ 


The Queen of Death then laughed and said, ‘‘It seems that I am beaten, 
‘*You have not walked upon my land, my food you have not eaten, 

‘‘T have no claim upon your soul, no way to stop your leaving, 

‘*Now here’s your love to ride with you and end your lonely grieving. 


‘*But you’ve sworn me an oath, and another to follow, 

‘*An oath made to Death you will keep till the end, 

‘*And I'll swear you an oath—once you pass from my borders 
‘*You’ll never return here again!”’ 


And aye, they rode across the hills through darkness and through danger, 
The shadows heavy at their back through lands grown ever stranger, 
And as they rode into dawn she turned to face her lover, 

But the ghost that bore his face dissolved to drift like smoke above her. 


And now she cannot eat nor drink nor can she quit from riding, 

And when she gallops through the night the people stay in hiding, 

She weeps and wails about Death’s door where none would dare to venture, 
The flesh has fallen from her bones and yet she cannot enter. 


And aye, she rides across the hills, she’s darkness and she’s danger, 
The shadows heavy at her back through lands grown ever stranger, 
The raven and the raging wind know where her love is hidden, 

And aye, she rides to seek him there although it is forbidden. 
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When dawn is yet a promise in the early morning chill, 

And fog waves break upon the coastal hills, 

The white hounds stretch and shake themselves and greet the coming day 
Where they keep their endless watch beside the bay. 


They bark with silent thunder, their breath is mist and cloud, 
The echoes felt but never heard aloud. 

Their eyes are crimson fire blazing hotly in the dark, 

Like glowing coals lit by a hidden spark. 


The white hounds stand beside the bay, 
And guard us all from harm, 

The white hounds wait until the day 
They’re given the alarm. 

They’re stone and steel and cable twined, 
They’re never flesh and bone, 

But I have seen them hunting, 

When they thought they were alone. 


For if the serpent wakens deep below the valley floor, 

And sets the land atremble with its roar, 

They leap from off their stations and chase the demon down, 
And send him back to hide beneath the ground. 


And if some danger rises from out the briney deep, 

And threatens while the city lies asleep, 

They course across the waters giving tongue to battle calls. 
And any foe who comes before them falls. 


The white hounds stand beside the bay 

And guard us all from harm, 

The white hounds wait until the day 

They’re given the alarm. 

They’re stone and steel and cable twined, 
They’re never flesh and bone, 

But I have seen them hunting, se 
When they thought they were alone. \ 


—TF 


10ns 


Reflect 
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you look about, The sil-vered glass lies in its frame, And though allseems to be the same my 
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All done with mirrors and all games, But now be-ware my prize Ill claim, 


pow-er grows my snares reach out, 
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lies in its frame, I’m done with mirrors and all games. 


The silvered glass lies in its frame 
Of gold, reflecting all about, 

I’m done with mirrors, and all games 
Of light’s illusion I do claim, 

While all the world waits without, 
The silvered glass lies in its frame. 
Then breaks into a thousand panes, 
Confusing you with lies and doubt, 
All done with mirrors and all games 
Of shadow dance and candle flame. 
For when it’s done you look about; 
The silvered glass lies in its frame. 
And though all seem to be the same 
My power grows, my snares reach out, 
All done with mirrors and all games. 
But now beware, my prize I'll claim. 
All play is past, my secret out. 

The silvered glass lies in its frame. 
I’m done with mirrors and all games. 
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Homonymity 


Words and Music: Heather Rose Jones 


Once I had a small glass jar that some might call a vial, It 


yet it swas quite emp - ty, un - til I said, “I know, I 


have a lit - the im - stru- ment that needs a place to go. 


Once I had a small glass jar that some might call a vial, 
It was so neat and pretty that it always made me smile, 
And yet it was quite empty, until I said, *‘] know, 

‘*T have a little instrument that needs a place to go.’ 
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It was made of wood and it had strings, a vioi, very sinall, 
And once inside the bottle it could not be played at all, 

I gathered more of them but they got lost so easily, 

That I took a rasp and filed on each a letter, A to Z. 


I set them all in order, and filed them away 

Within a box, but got them out to look at every day, 

That box was like an altar, that box was like a shrine, 

I worshipped ali those bottles with their instruments so fine. 


Yet as time passed, the bottles started rotting, and to smell, 
And I said, ‘‘This vile odor is not heaven, it is hell,’’ 
Althought I loved them still, my nose had the final say; 
Though it seemed like desecration I must throw them all away. 


And so it comes to happen, though I’m really not sure how, 
I’m defiling vile filed viol vial files now. 


